
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 




1.0- 



■-> 







VV?N^\' 



•Vf 't 



\ 



FONTAINVILLE FOREST. 

- A 

PLAY, 

INFIVEACTS, 
( Founded on the Romance ef the Foreft, ) 

AS PSftK>R|ft0 AT TBft 

THEATRE. ROYAL CO VENT-GARDEN^ 
"JAMES BOADEN, 

' • Pf TBS 

HONOURABLfi SOCIETt OF TKS MIPDLE TEMPLE^ 



It will have bIoo4 : they say« blood will have blood. 
Stones have been kaown to move, and trees to speak. 

' Macbitb* -.. 



%» ■' ■ 

PRIKTED FOR HOOKHAM AND CARPENTERji 
NEW BOND STREEt. 



0^ . 



*794» 






]3%V=i -no 



TO THAT PUBLIC, 

Whose Patronage is an Author^ s surejt 
Support, as it is his higheft Honour ^ the 

Pl(iy of FONTAINVIl-LE FOREST is^ tdth 

all RespeS;^ dedicated 'by 

Their most obedient, 
Ibevoted Servant, 

JAMES BOADEN. 



f 



PROLOGUE. 

lY THE AUTHOR pF THE PLAV:^ 



X HE Prologue once, indeed, in days of old, 
S6tte pi^idii$,fiAs df the itew^ DtMk told : 
Pointed your expedadpn to the fcene. 
And deiur^d obfou^tton, that might intervene : 
.Poflefs'd you with tbofe aids, the Author thought 
, 'Weic itqoifite, td jitdg^ fiitii as you ought; 

The modems, pitviods hiiits like thefe dtfQ)lft, 
Demand intrigue, and banquet on furprize : 
The Prologue, notifrfthAfuulisg* kecffe its ftation, 
A trembling Poet's iplemn lamentation* 
Cloak'd up in metaphor, it tells of (hocks 
Fatal to (hips tutw lamch'd» fksm 14^en |0(ks; 
Of critic liatteries, of rival ftrife. 
The DeiUfiies that flit |h^ thin-fpun life* 

Our Author chufes to prepare die way. 
With lines at leaft fuggefted by Ms Play. 
Caught from the Gothic treafares of Romance, 
He frames his work, and lays the fcene in FiancOf 
The word, I fee, alarms — ^it vibrates here. 
And Feeling marks its impulfe with a tear. 
It brings to thought, a people once refined, 
"Who led fupreme the manners of mankind | 
DeprHy'd by cruelty, by pride inflam'd. 
By traitors madden'd, and by fophifts fham*d« 
Cruihing that freedom, which, with gentle fway. 
Courted their revolution's infant day. 
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PROLOGUE* 

"^Ere giant YBiaty, with impious hand« . 
A&U'd tj» fiend Tempkn af^hmim 

FaU'n b tl^t l4Uid beoiath •pprtfSon.'s ftK)(b 
Its puieft fun haft fp^ gi9$M m Uoiod t 
The milder planet drew from him her light. 
And when hm cofe no more, foon funk in night : 
The rogtd fquircQ of Older,, once deftroy'd^ 
Anarchy made the &ir creation void« 

Britons, to you, by temperate freedbm crowned. 
For every manly ientimen^ renown'd. 
The Stage can^have no motive to enforce 
The principle, that guide your glorious courie ; 
Proceed triumphant— 'mid the world's af^laafe, 
firm to your Ktng, your Altais, aiod your Lawit 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 







A&n. 


Marquis of Montault, 


IT 


Mr. Farrew / 


Lamotte, - - 


- 


Mr. Pope 


Louis, . * 


. - 


Mr. MiDDLETOM 


Peter, 


•f! 


' Mr. Hull 


Jaques, - 


*> 


Mr. Claremont 


Laval, 


- 


Mr. Blurton 


Nemours, *. '. 


- 


Mr. Powell 


Phantom, 


* 


Mn FoLLET- 

Women. 


Hortenfia Lamotte, ^ 


-i. 


Mifs Morris 


Adeline, 


- 


Mrs. Pope* 



Servants and Guards. 

X Scene in an Abbey chiefly ^ and the adjacent parts of 
the Poreft. 

Time.— The beginning of the Fifteenth Century4\ 



Note. It was not from a vain tenacioufneft that I determined to 
retain paffages expunged in the performance— The St^e and 
the Clofet are very different mediums for our- obfervance of 
cifeas. 
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AC T I. 



SCENE.— /i Gothic Hall of an Jbbey, the whoU 
much dilapidated. 

Enter Madame Lamotte, followediy Peter, 

• Madame. 

^EEK not to fill me with thefc terrors, Peter r 
Here are no figns of any late inhabitants. 
The fugitive feara nothing but difcovcry, 
.While we are fafe from ^11 puriuit, no vain 
Or fuperftitious fancies Ihall diflurb me. 

Peter^ TJhis.is a horrid place, I fcarce dare 
crawl 
Through its low grates and narrow paiTages ; 
And the wind's guft that whittles in the turrets. 
Is as the groan of fome one near his end* 
Heaven fend my Matter back I On my old knees 
I b^gg^d bi^ i^ot explore that difmal wood ; - 
He comforted me then, but fcorn'd my fears, 

Madame. Woud'ft: have us perifli here for want ? 
Have comfort, , • . - 

Nor let thy Miftrefs teach thee fortitude. 

J^eter. Nay, dearest Madani, do not think your 
old, • 
But faithful, fervant backward to defend you ! 

B 
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From an attack but mortal, againft od4$ 

Chearful Fd riik this crazy tenement ; 

But here my fear is not of human harm, 

- Madame. May there no greater danger prefe 

than your's. 
The place will then yield us the Heedful ihelter^j 
Your matter will be fafe, and I be happy. 
But night is far advanced— his abfence pains me, 
Fefer. He went at dulk; by the fame tpke^ 

then 
The owl Ihriek'd from* the porch — He ftarte^ 

back ; 
But recoUefted, fmote his forehead, and advanced; 
He ftruck into the left hand dingle foon : 
I clos'd the Abbey gate, which grated fadly. 
Madame. Hark ! his fignal ! How ! a ftra-nger 

with him ! 

[A knocking againjt the pattneU 

Enter I^amotte fupporting Adewkb. 

'Lamotte. Receive this fair unfortunate with 
kindnefs. 
How fhe was forc'd to fhare our wretched fate. 
You'll know anon ! Peter, go make a fire ; 
The rain has drpnch'd our garments through the 

leaves. 
Prepare the fupper; our new gueft muft neecj 
Refrefhnient. 

Madame. Lady, take my arm to affift you. 
Adeline. Gratefully.— I was bprn to trouble 
others. * 
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Lamotte. Her fpirits arc violently agitated ; 
But kindnefs will reftore her mind its tone. 
Mifdfim. Scarce did I ever fee- a face fo beau« 

teous ! 
LafiMUe^ The remark is womanilh; I neve^ 

Diftrefs more poignant— the beft reafon, wife. 
To give our kind affiftance and our Ipve. 
Bear her in gently — fo, now clofe the doors. 

Exeunt Madame, Jdelm, andPetefm 

Manet Lamott^. 

Lamptte. Misfortunes thicken on me; forely 
pjnch'd 
By poverty already, I have brought , 
Another now, to drain away our life-means* 
Never admitted tp my confidence. 
My wife fufpe&s not our decaying ftore,— 
I have les^ch'd that climax of our wretcl^d being. 
When the heart builds no more qn hf^a^venly aid^ 
DeQ>air ha^ laid his callous hand upon me. 
And fitted nae for deeds, from which I once 
Had Ihrunk with horror — I have no refource 
But robbery — ^Thc degradation ! What ! 
To nourilh guilQr life turn common ftabberJ 
Lurk in a hedgp, apd like an adder fting 
TK^ unguarded paffenger. ! Well, and what then ? 
There*s courage in this theft comparatively— ^^ 
Th^ (b^rper, routed from the loaded dice. 
With which he damns fame, fortune, honour, man, 
Jlifes in morab when he takes the road. 
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Enter Mapamp» 
: Madame^ Lamotte ! He • fcems diftutb^d ! My 
deareft life ! 

Lamotte. O, is it you ? Reflcftion cm thepaft 
So bufied me, I heard not your approach* 
How fares tHb ftranger ? 

Madame. Sunk to ftartlcd ^leep, i 

In broken fentences Ihe prays for mercyw^ - * 
i liftenM' while (he OiriekM, " Save me I^That 

ruffian ! 
*^ My father, fly me not ! — If I muft die, 
^^ Do you difpatch me ; — fend away that villain." 

Lamotte. Tis horrible and ftrange ! Her father, 
then,-- /.'.'/ :-^'- '• '. 

It was, who forced her on me — ^Liften where** • 
The evening being calm, I took my walk - * 
To nimiHate at full — ^wrapt up in thought. 
Night ftole upoi^me^-^Tlirough the pathle& wild 
No fighs cbuld I difcover that might lead- ■-" • 
My errirfg flap's back to this' Abbq^'s towers-^' • 
The ftorm-came fudden on, a little while 
The ihaiding trees profefted me^-^At lengthy 
A diftant taper threw its trembRng light ^ 
Acrofs the alley where I flood i 1 ran," ' 
So guided, till I reached a' paltry cottagi*. ' 

Madame^ ^Tw2LS rafli and unadvised to Venture 

^ .thiis. • 
' Lamotte: *P knocked aloud for flielter • from 

. . within 
One aik*d with furly voic6 my name and bufincft. 



t faid^ 'd traveller, miffing of the road, - 
And dreticK'd with raihy begg'd %^{e-rootii for 

'• a.while*- * * .... 

The man within replied— ^'^ Welcome, conie in/* 
I entered afnd advance j- when he, iniiafte, ' 
Clapt to the door and lockt*k— *Sfay, he <iriied, * 
I Ihall return anon ! ThetV frote above- ' 
Shrieks iffued in a female voice— ^ . i) ' : . 

At length the crazy ftaFrs'^ * •'- v • 

Creaked to the tread of *fect; and entering fierce, 
A ruffian'by the hair drk^g'ditt a* lady r ' ' ' 
She FcemM expiring. StJei^nTie bad me fweat 
To tafe her from his flgfit^ ^tid te^er returri ; 
For, if I did, my life»lhould be the forfeit. 
I prortiiVd^what he ci^rfi'di'>na thefl ItOld hfm. 
If he would bring us tb'Fontainville Abbey, ' 
I knew the way from thence-f-^He hid bur eye$, , 
And Fed 'lis to this gate/ ' . / - .-> ^ t 

Maidm. W^y, fbould a father thus' drive out 
' hhfchild ' ^ ■' • * V \' ' 

To want and wretcHednefs, oi* why belre'^e 
She )ViH nbt iiame hirh In recovered teafon. 
And make the law her refuge ? By her drefs 
She feeir^'tb have been't:aten fVom fome convent, 
A holy fitter, but not yet profefs^d. 

Lamotte. Of this no more ; infcriltable to ^is ' 
The my ftery ; with hef returning fenfe 
We may know all that now perplexes us: 
Certahi Ke look'd as little like her father,' 
As his deeds fpoke him — But this well I know, * 
There is a ftate of mind, when anguilh keen 



Fot vices paft, worfes. on the heart ojf inaiij^* 
A94 wjriiigs U forei tiili rifi^ defperatipa 
Betnonftefs quite his nature— thenj he fpums 
7h.e t;^5 pf blo^od^ cancels all ob^gatiQa 
In which his Maker boqnd him to bis kind. 
And is th^; imdgp of xht-fi^nd that tempts him* 
Madame. H^ym, ev^r fliield oui^ hearts from 
fuch defpair ! 
And yet, Lamotte, I own you wound my foul. 
Dar|c loojk^ that feek tip mjemory's inward fcrolls^ 
While the whole putw^d fenfe is loft, oft mark: 
Yom fclf-rejprp9^h-r-If I, b}; chance, acoufe 
And chac? yp^ froio your mood, yopjp tempcf 

flames 
In c^ufelefs anger, which you chpck w.ith fhamcji 
And wrap yoju ftr^gl^t; in fiience. 

Larnctte. O, Hortenfia, . 
I have not liv'd a life can bropk diftrefs ; 
He whp is clear within m?y fmile at ftorms. 
And dread no reckoning ihou'd they chance to 

whelm him ; 
My crimes prefs heavy on me : ftrong compunftion. 
For mifcries entail'd beyond myfelf, 
\% fefteriiig here, and whe;n I look on you, 
Outcaft for my offences, moody madnefs 
Weighs on my braii^, and tells my Ihuddering 

foul. 
That I am only mark'd out for perdition* 
But fee, an angel comes, to whifper peace, 
^nd fpotbe me with one aft of kindhefs rendered ! 
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Mnfer Avtti^^* 

i»dilme. My honoured Sir and M^dam^ I &bu» 
prefs 
From fliort repofe, by anguifli forced ypon me. 
To pmy the thanks your generous pity claims; 
For nrfiich my heart, in. endlefs gratitude, 
$^aU daily beave to heav'n, and bleffing beg 
Upon your heads mere bounteous than«m]^ own. 

Lamptte. Fair Saint, a comnibn benefit like thi« 
Your grateful mind overpays. My lovely daugb- 

fer, 
Chanci^ tljrows you on a rude and churlilh foil. 
That cannot yield n^uch medicinal balm, 
Tp heal the WQund a ps^r^^nt's hsmd has dealt you«c 

MadanUf But be of comfort. Lady j as Ayg are> 
We live to fervc you, whilp ourfelves are fafe. 
At fome fit feafon of recover*^ fpirits. 
We ihall rcqueljt the ftory froqi your lips, 
Of what thus orphans you. 

j^deline. With willingnefs. 
As far as I have knowledge ; but my tale 
Is eafy told, not do \ know myfelf^ 
\Vhy thus I fell under a father*s hate. 

Lamotte. Of that anon ! Now our refreUhment 
calls. 
Pleafe you to enter. 

Adeline. I have but flender wiih 
For aught, fave reft.— The conflift I have pafs^d 
Seats at my heart, and fevers every fenfe. 
This friendly folitude, your generous painSj^ 
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Will lull the throbbing fmart of my affliftion. 

And give me pawer fa obey you. ^ 

3' iiwi^/Ztf. Ever yours% ^ * ; * {^Exiunt. 

Enter from the Gates. (^Morning d^ams^ . 
Lamotte. Thus/ like the favage lion from his 
.lairi "'' '• ' ' '" \'^ 

I wake to prowl for prey. My tufy brain 
Riots in varied fchemes of wickednefs, - - 

. And drives me from my bed, before the bird, 
Whcfe comfort fprings from the i^ttjrnofday^ 
Light Ihews me no relief! The morn is frcfli ; * 
•And hark f the diftant hills ring with the found* 
Of the glad horn !' The hqnters are abroad : ; 
rU dog their chacc, and haply feize my prey, 
Man, the dedroyer, 'Man, and force the aid, - 
That mifery expedts not fr6m his pity, [^Exit^ 

^SCENE—J mod. 

MARXiiris and two Attendants. 

Marquis^ The chace fatigues — V\l reft myfelf 
awhile — 
You to your.fportagain.-^Anon, TU join ydui • 

{^Exeunt Attendants^ 
*If w£ x:ould truft to our prefentiments, 
I had riot ventured on the chace to-dayi^ 
A tremulous reludance tq the laft 
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Fluttered about my heart, and now I fed 
As if fome dreadful certainty of evil 
Had led me on to meet impending fate. 
Hal what krttftoa? ' 

\Lamom rujhes tn^ wild and difheveWd. 
Lamotte. A wretch, a very wretch. 
Mad with dcfpair, .and fell from biting poverty.! 
Give tnc the means x)f life, of take thy death. 
Marquis* Thou'ft caught me unawares, Fm in 
thy power. 
* Lamotte. Off, off your jewds I Come^ your 

purfe — difpatch ! 
Stir not ! your life will anfwer ! FoUoi^ers ! 
Surprifed ! Then only fpeed can fave mc. 

\^Runs off. 

jR^-^«/^ Attendants. ' 

\ jft' Attendant. How^s this, my Lord, you look 

aghaft with fear ? 
What wretch was thai who fled -at our approach? 
Marquis. A rGtAxt : Somewhere in thefe foreft 
• caves 
Moft probably he lurks : Command my tiytin. 
That, there they' make ftrift fearch to-morrow 
early. 
tft Attendant. Will you know the villain's face 

again, my Lord ? 
Marquis. Certain ! He lopk'd not like a coni- 
mon ruffian, 
One ihrunk from fplendour rather — hunted hard 

C 
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By juftice he had fled» and dbom'd to wrcA 
His chance fuppoit from %ht lone^jUTengcr, 
Whom, otherwaySf he har/»ft not— for my l^fr^ 
Unlike our robbers, he attenopCed not. 

zd Attendant. He ftall be found, my Lord, e're 
morrpw nighty 
If here he Iurk--^ShaU we fufport you hence ? 

Marquis. Khxm has quite eafeebied merr-L^^ 

Give up the chace to-day. 
Attendants^ This way, myXord^ [£Ja?»^ 

SCEUE.--^ Another fa$rt of the Wood. 

s 

Enter Lamotte. 
Lamotte. Despair has lent me wings ! Fveburft 

my way ' ' 
Throu^ brake and briar l-rrTaTQr has ftcjerd my 

frame ! — 
I 'iicap'd unbur^-rtFrihvrt 1. Q memory, 
I'm all one wauad, while I yet Kye to think f 
O dearly purchased wealth, won by the Ipfs 
Of futiire peace ! Up, dait^f^ing baubles, up I 
^eiofe to th^ heart, whic-h you h^ye lyi^g ffofn 

comfort I 
Hence, Monfter, hence, nor Vlpt |he beauteous 

day ! , 

Hail, cavern'd glooms, to your deep (hade f fly, 
Darknefs myfelf, to give you living horror. \Exit. 

END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT U. 

SCENE— -rf/i Aparimnu 
Madamb Lamotte. folI(nve4 hy Adelivs. 

Madame. 

JFL Youth appearing much concerned and eager? 

Miline. He (aid he fought in hafte a baniih'3 
friend. 
Whom his coDJefture fancied to ihrovid here. 
Fear made me little note his Irneaments, 
But he feem'd tall and comely. 

Msukme. Where's my Lord ? 
Went he not forth with you this morning early ? 

jUeline. Madame, with me ! In footh I have 
not ften him. 

Midame. Indeed ! that's firange. I thought he 
might havf liir'd 
Your contemplation thro* thefc dreary ruins : 
Or giv'n advice, fo needful, in the wood. 
Apt for concealment. 

jfdelini. Deareft lady, hear me ! 
Forgive me, if I meet your hard fufpicion. 
And earneft in my vindication, own 
I feel at what it points, 

Madame, Nay, pafs it by ; 
For quicfe interpretation rather Ihews 

C 2 • 
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A mind that's arm*d by apprehcnfion keen. 
And trembling for its myftcry, than one 
Of confcious purity, which never guides 
Sufpicion's dart mito its deftin'd aim. 

Adeline. O Madam, I befeech you, hear your 
fervant ! 
If my poor heart harbour a thought of ill, 
Or, were itaffer'd, would not fcorn to wrong you. 
May heav'n devote me to the ruffian's fteel. 
From which fo late its providence relieved me ! 
My fex's pride would 2xm my brcaft with anger. 
And difdain meet fufpicion undeferv'd ; — 
But Fm a fricndlefs orphan, thrown, alas ! , 
Upon your pity, foften'd and fubdu'd 
By mifery unequalled. — By your peace. 
Your facred honour ! I conjure you. Madam, 
Difmifs th*, unworthy doubts you entertain ! 
O, be a mother to my tender years. 
And form the heart, that's open as the day ! 

Madame. My lovely child, I cannot but believe 
you. 
And take fliame on me, that I wrong'd fuch 
candour. 

Adeline. No more of this — opprefs me not by 
goodnefs. (Embracing.') 

Madame. But I am yet to learnj my Adeline, 
How you have pafs'd your youth eftranged thui 
From all parental fondnefs. — If not painful, 
Befeech you fatisfy me with the tale, 

Adeline. My mother early dying, I was plac'd 
Within a neighbour-convent— From my father 
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Oft I heard, kindly, W maturing years 
A&'d for difpofal ; l' was then giv'n to knbw 
His choice affign'd for me the virgin veil. 
And banilh^ii me for ever from the world, 

Madame. The wi(h was not suncommon j but 
you found 
Objedions infurmountable to yielding. 

Meline. O moft weighty were they ! I had fecp 
The fad condition of our fifterhood. 
And all their holy fpells were Ipft upon me ; ' ~ 
Drawn the fo-feeming veil of bappinefs 
From facfes, foHtude law wrung with anguilh ! 
A convent is the fcene of hopelefs tears, • • 
Of heart- ftruck mchmcholly, dumb defpair. 
Of vifionary guilt and vain repentance, 
Inceffant horrors, poor diffimulationi 
My heart revolted from it. 

Madame. But your father! 
How bore he this refufal ? 
. ^^/m^. With difpleafure. 
At length he fix*d a day to take me thence. 
A day, long wilh'd for !— but it rofe at length 
O, day of terrors.— To that houfe they led me 
A deftin'd facrifice— I pray'd, implored 
In vain ! — my fenfes fled me — on recovery 
I was deliverM to a ftranger*s care, . . 

Who bore me here, to give my youth a parent. 
Madame. My d^arrft daughter, you Ihall find 
a mother ; 
And what my fondxiefs can fuggeft, or yield. 
To aid oi: comfort you, depend on fafely. 
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Enter Lamottb. 
Lamotte. Is all here fafe? On entermg ji^ 

DOW, 

The outer porch, I faw a human figure. 
Gliding myfterioufly alon^ the hall- 
He heard the noife I made ; and led thereby. 
He followed me in hafte ; I clo&'d the trap. 
And left him pacing 'crofs the gallery 
To find the door, by which I TcapM his fearcb* 

Madame. He, then, it was accofted Adeline, 
Without the abbey, in the morning early. 

Lamotte. How lookM he ? , 

jtdeUtn. Little like an emifi^y 
Bent to entrap us, but fome friendly Qj}eft« 
Eager to bring us comfort. 

Lamotte. Sure my fon ! 

Louis., {without.) ILamotte \ Lamotte ! 

Lamotte. Hulh! hark! fenfesj mock me 
not! 

Enter Louis* 

My fon ! my fon ! {embracing him.) 
Louis. My dear, dear father, found 

Againft all likelihood 1 My mother too. 

My joy overpowers me quite I Forgive me. Lady, 
(foMeline.) 

The alarm I mud have cau^'d yob, and command 

My utmoft fervices. 
Adeline^ To fee you thu» 
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Rep4d yiiVX pio^s labour, filU my bretift 
Wnh i»p?wws fecl>Pg9 flcver IfRowoijefoM. 
iiipl^iMI«.. My d^Uog C^, own w »d«t9te4 
fitter. 
By providence direAed to ouf aim8» ' 
To foothe and t;^ confol^ our lonely life { ^ 
Her ftory you Q^^l hfv, Wii weep, tt leUure* 
iMiSn I Vind li^r t0 my bfs^rt witK dcu^H hgh 
tereft. 

Enter Peter (bqfifly.) 

Lamattf. Now what has chanc'd ? . L 

Peter. Sir, fincc your entrance here > 
1 hied mc to the turret, » oWcf vci 
If any dang^ menacM ; at fome diftance 
I faw a troop of horfemen fliape their courfc . 
Toward the abbey — ^Be prepared, befe ech you ! 
My dear young mafter too ! (kisses his band.) 

Lotas. My worthy friend 1 
Hafte, Peter, to yotir poft again ; obferve 
All vigUjuitly. 

Feter. I am gone, dear mafter.. [Exit. 

Adeline. Wh<> can tb§y bej' Twere bell you 
hideawhile. 

Lamotte. O there's no need : you fin4'th«yVe 
turn'dafide; . 
Trav.ellers,v no jdouht, who rode up but to gaze 
Upon a ruin fo magnificent. 
But tell me, fon, faw you our friend Nemours ? 

Louis. He charged me, if my fearch fliou^d find 
your courfe. 
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That ycm*d comnfumoaife your views to hiitt^ 

And let hiiti always know where ta addrefs yoit^ 

LamoU€* And 1 wiH, Louis, for NetnoWl^ 1 
think, ^ 
Is fingularly honeft. ... 

L0«/ji He's firttiere, and plaifr^ — 
Cletif and ddciCve ; knavery alorte 
■Would darken jtiftide !, 4nd the pleader's heaft 
Should be as open- as his face is clofe, 
iTo aid indeed the client he would ferve. (J^toknt 
knocking.') ' ' • 

Lamotte. DiftraftiODy I ain loft, wha:t*s to be 
done ? ' '. '' ; - ' '..*.• 

jldeline. Masy ladvife, <!oncei&l yOtJtfclf telow^; 
We wiH remain as ftdming dweltecsicre. 
And. thus difartnfufpicion. . . ' 

Louis. Hence, dear father. . [Exit JLamotU. 

Foptjleps beard. Etifirfh Mab.qjti$, %vho gd* 
vanaes. ' His 0itinda»ts fill thejage HHnd. ; 

Marquis. Amazement ! Viilage^rumdur, ^theii, 

I fee, ; " • 

F^U (hort of oufcnew tenants, fn me. Lady, 
You view the owner of this • ruin*d abbey ; 
Happy, mod happy, if, to you or yours. 
It have been ferviceable ; — but inftrufit xne. 
How fp much feeming worth cou'd need fuch 

flielter ? 
Sirs, you may waif without until I call. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 
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(particularly attentive to. Adeline^ 
KfaJame* My Lord^ the tale ac full were wea* 
rifomc, . 
And long It were to tell r-4)ut briefly this. 
My hufband and myfelf, our fon and .daughter, 
.Comp^ird from Paris by misfortune, fought 
A flielter from purfuit in this drear fpot.*. 
L$uis% The inveteracy of our enemies, my 
Lord, 
Wc hope,, ere long, to foften-; if nteanwhilc . 
Your goodnefs fliall allow this fan^tuary,. 
You bind us ever to your generous pity* 
I4»qms^ Take fredy that rcqueft— but where's 

your hufband ? • ; 

A Sliding ^Mnel opens y ImAMorrBf advanceu^ . 
Lanfotte. At hand, .my Lord, wijdi kears M 
. thank your bounty— (J^/;^f /i^ Marqtdsy^ 
Ha ! fwallow me, earth ! 
[Starts. Madame runs Jo fupport bim^ the Mar* 
I quisputs bis band to bisfwordi agd/aftera few 
moments turns off as tofummon bis atUndantsS\ 
/ Adfline. Bcfeech you, ftay, my Lord! : 
Lamotte wpuld (peak !— my father would explam ! 
Lamottu KjexxjfTil return! My Lord, vouch* 
fafe one word . 

In private ! (/rtfu/wAfyV *^ 

Marquis^ You beft know whether 'tis .prudent 
To grant this, after what has pafi betwixt im*. . 
You can have nought to lay, but whft .with mc 
Vour family may (hare. 
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Lamotn. By my defpair, 
I vow theib lips fhaU keep eternal filence. 
Ere to another I reveal the tale, 
Thiat*$ due to you ajone. 

Mirquis. You have your wilb. 

LamMi. Firft then, my Lord, take this to ba^ 
nifli doulK ; (Giv^s hisfwarj.} 
'My life will thus be in your pcwer-^But hear me ! 
ril lead you to fome privacy. 

Marquis.' I follow. [£mpf/ amib. 

Manetu Mavamz, Abb^Ukb, Lovis. 
Mutaue: What can this mean > Louis, know 

you the ftranger ? 
Lms. No; but 'to prohabk he ra^y be one 
Incens'd againft my father front fome lofs, 
lacwr^d by play, and row (eeks itftkution. 

Enter F^TEU^ 

' Ttitr. My Lord's attendants watting in the 

baH, 
raifc'd them who their mafter was ? They tddine 
The Marquis of Montaulc — he has a cattle 
Hard by here, and thefe, our apartments now. 
Were long fince furnifli'd as a hunting lodge. 
To accommodate the prefent Lord's lat« brother* 

'MiUne. Madam, let me befeech you to retire. 
Their diSbrence I doubt hot is composed* 

Abdami. J'm loft in wonder at it — G my huf*- 
band! IJExeunt. 
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yZEiU'Es'— A remote Apartntenu 

Enter Lamotte^-^Maroi^is* 

Marquis. This place has privacy to foit your 
purpdie« 
Speak^ I am all attentioa. 

Lamotte* O my Lord, 
Pity the agonies you fee me fuffcr ! 
Have mercy on a wretch, whofe poverty 
Stung him to madnefs ! At your feet I fall 
Submiffive to your fentence-^Spare my life ! 
And think my crime atton'd by tbefc deep hor- 
rors ! 
O fave a fkmily thsit never vrrong'd you ! 
All, all fliall be reftor'd — If worlds could buy 
That peace of mind with which I entered here, 
I'd filence my compunSion by the gift. 

Marqufs. Rife, Sir, take back your fword, and 
hear my anfwer. 

You may be worth my clemency, and I 
Iodine to fpare you— but at leaft feme tcft 
Should prove your deep repentance of the crime. 

Lamotte. If my whole life, with zeal devoted 
to you. 
Can but acone, expofe it to all hazards. 
None will I Ihrink from you may point me to,— 
So you but add your filence to forgivenefs. 

Marquis. Extravs^ant profeffions I regard not. 
The firft teft I exaft from you is truth. 
D 2 
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W ho is that lovely maid I faw but now ? 
Is Ihc your daughter ? 

Lamotte. No, my Lord, fhe is not. 
Chance threw her on my care ; an orphan friend- 

left. 
And, but for me, devoted by a ruffian. 
To favage ilaughter. 

Marquis. Well, Lamotte, this fair one 
May heal the fas-each between us — She has beauty 
That/ftruck me at firft fi^ht — FU fee her Ihortly* 
Excufe my prompt departure to your wife. 
And lead her to eis!ped my frequent vifits. 
Our difcord may be fiiPd ii^ift^ke, explained 
At length, and fettled into friendflitp.— For 
«^Tis with ypyrfelf, to fix, or loqfe the b^^^* 
Lamotte, good night. 

Lamotte. I reft your grateful fervaht. [Exeunt. 

SCZUE.—'/inotber apartment. 

Madame Lamotte. 

Madame. How painful this fufpenfe! tfpw 
ftrange the caijfe ! 
Tve loft myfelf in crude and wild conjedure. 
And find no clue to dreadful certainty. 
One thing indeed feenis likely — this late (hock, 
And his paft melancholy, fpring alike 
From one, one fatal fource. My hufb^d cotxies! 
O how this interval has wrung my foul f 



FONTAiNViLLE Forest. u 

Enter Lamotte. 

Where is th€ Marquis ?, 
• Lamotte. Gone— Now to prepare 
For interrogatories, fprioging all 
From raging curiofity, that fever. 
Which dries up all the virtue of your fex ! 

Madame. I pardon a reproach I feel unmerited. 
Kor would I urge you to unwilling conVerfe. 
For I would foothe your mind, not irritate 
Its fecret wounds — but anfwer me this queftion^ 
Did your late terror fpring from the lame caufe 
As all before it ? 

Lamotte. Woman, forbear your queftions ! 
I have no temper, or to hear, or anfwer. 
Have I not long forbidden you to mention. 
Or hint even at this fubjed ? 

Madame. Hint at what ? 

Lamotte. O, true. I thought you had men- 
tioned it before* 

Madame. Nay then, I ,muft fufped my notion 
grounded. 

Lamotte. Sufpeft not, nor enquire ; for 'twill 
be fruitlefs. 
Whatever the caufe of my late wild emotions, 
I will not now difclofe it. Time may come 
Concealment will no more be neceflary. 

Madame. A needlefs caution tow'ards j^ur fondi 
Hortenfia; 
But do your pleafure. 

"f^amottep In the mean time, thi?-^ 
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Note not to any aught uncommon in mc ; 
Bury fufpicion deep ih your own hreaft. 
As you'd SLVoid our ruin and my curfes. 



[^£x(Unf. 



SCENE.— -/f/i Apartment. 
Adeline <i/^^. 



jfdeUne. Tve beard of fix'd antipathies in minds^ 
And mortal loathing to peculiar objects ! 
No ^aufe to be affign'd but ibudd^ring na1^2re ^ 
I feel it is fo : for my very foul 
Sicken'd at yonder Marquis— Yet he look'd 
Difpos'd to do mc kindncfs, much obfervant ; 
Hated civility, obfervancc painful ! 
^Tis like we fee him often, while his pity 
Continues to Lamotte this place of flicker. 
Well, what of that? Improvident alarm I 
I can retire then to my chamber — How ! [Kmck. 
One knocks. 

Enter Loxris. 

Louts. My Adeline, may 1 intrude 
To tell you what hath chanc'd fince you retir'd ? 

Adeline. Moft welcome. 

Louis. Then, the Marquis is fet off. 
In feeming kindaefs, aqd my father now 
Withdrawn to his Apartment much difturb'd. 

Adeline. Where is my gracious ladjr, your dear 
mother? 

Uuis. Alt) retired— At his return, in forroW;^ 



rONtAmviLLE FOREST. t} 

She qtidltonM on the caufe of bis late horror. 
And I o'erheard him loudly chide her love. 

Adeline. Alas, dear lady, how my hvart Meeds 
for her ! . 

I never knew the comfort of a mother 
Until her kindnefs rous'd the filial fondnefi. 

Louis. O think, ftveet, tender faint, my feel- 
kigs for her ! 
Whieft home returned fifiom the alarms of war. 
Mine from my earlieft youth, \ found that home 
Seiz'd on by legal harpies^ while its lord, 
Afugitive^ h^d'Aol^n away by night 
From the 4&ead ills of paffioauareArain'd. 
Think of thefe ftigmas on a foIdierVpcidc, 
Flu(h^d with the darting fame of vi&ory ! 

AdeUne* Ye^^ I can fed the dUappointing aa^ ' 
guift. 
But let not this reproof decreafe our love : 
My brother, Yva fo much indebted there. 
That life can yield no means of recompencc 
To the preferver of this injur'd being. 
■ l^uis. Would only I had been fo bleft, to prove 
The faviour of diftrefled Adeline ! 

Adeline* And lj?t me fay, were I again to need 
one, . 

I know not any friend to whom my heart 
Would with mpre plealtire pay its gratitude. 

Louis. Tranfpoarting founds ! O let me not be- 
thought 
Prefuming, if I thus difcard the mafli, 
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Which ill conceals the love that is my glory ! 
My foul is yours. 

* Adeline. For your eftccm I thank you, 

* Deeply, believe me ; — ^but your own good fcnfc 

* Will teach you how improper the purfuit 

* Of one like me, with paffion fo iil-judg'd.—- 

* You fee I throw away all coy rcferve, 

* And do not ev*n affeft to mifs your meaning. 

^ Louis. My heart is bounden to your generous 
* candour; ' . 

* Yet how can I forbear to fpeak of that, 

' Which flows thro' and informs my very being ?* 
Adeline. Your pardon — here I end this confer- 
ence — 
I beg I may be fpar'd— I would not hear 
Aught that may (hake my beit opinion of you. 
. Louis. Farewell, my Adeline; may fpirits of 

peace 
Settle upon that bofom in repofe. 
And fancy, if flie ftirs beneath their wings, 
Prc-rent my love obedient to your will. {^Exlu 
Adeline, (after a faufe.) The night is rough, 
and through thefe fluttered cafements. 
The wind in (hrilling blafts fweeps the old hang' 

ings. 
Whether the place alone puts fuch thoughts in me, 
I kiiow not ; but afleep, or waking, ftill 
Conviction haunts toie, that fome myftery 
Is wrapt within thefe chambers, which my fate 
Will have me penrfmte.— The falling guft 



JTONTAINVILLE FOREffR zy 

With f«Qhle tone expires like dying ^hs-^ 
The tap'fliy yonder Ihakcs, as the* fonxe door '^ 
•Open'd behind it (tniis hir lamp) Oa ! \is fo; 
the bolty . t 

.Tho';rufty, yields unto my hand; Til fee 
To what it leads.— How, if I fink with fear ? 
And fo benumb'd, life freeze away in horror ? 
No matter, powerful impulfe drives me onward. 
And Ttij. fiaul rifes to the coming terror. ' [Exit. 

SCENE-~ci&j«^^i to a melancboly Apartment. The 
Windows beyond reach, and grated.'^^An old Ca- 
nopy in the dijlance, with a torn Set of Hangings 
Tapejlry, 

Enter Adeline. 

Adeline. I muft be cautious, left the fudden blaft 
Extinguiflh my faint guide. ^ V\\ place the lamp 
* Behind .this (heltering bulk/— What's this I 

tread on ? 
A dagger, all corroded by the ruft ! 
Prophetic foul ! Yes, murder has been bufy ! 
A chilly faintnefs creeps acrofs my heart. 
And checks the blood that ftrives in vain to follow. 

IPaufe, Jits down, 
I feel recovered, and new ftrength is giv'n me I 
*Tis deftiny compels, — On to my taik. 
Yon tatter*d ruin yawns to tempt enquiry. 

[^Touches it, all falls down. 
What fcroU thus meets me in the falling lumber? 

E 
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Let me examine it : blurr'd all by damps ; 
Mouldy^ in parts illegible. FU hence now : 
The waning light warns me to gain my chamber. - 
Infpire me^ great Avenger ! Angels guard me ! 

lExit. 
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A C T IIL 

SCENE.— '^» Apartment. 

Enter Adeline. ^ 

* Adeline^ 

1 MUST conceal yon parchment till I fee 
What it contains.— -Madame Lamotte approaches* 
The terrors that have hovered o'er my flumbers^ 
May well alone account for my difturbance. 

Enter Madame Lamotte. 

Madame. Good morrow, dcarcft daughter— but 

how's this ? 

You look, my love, in a diforder^d Hate, 

As though alarm had ruffled your repose. 

* Adeiine. Tis likely^ Madam,-*-for the night 
^ has pafs'd 

V In vifions fo bewildering, and dreadful, 

* That Nature fliudders under their impreifion/ 
O my lov'd mother, I have firm convidion. 
That fome attrocious ad: bias flain^d this place, ^ 
In which my fate will have me interefted, 

Madame. But tell, what thus ^eads you^to in- 
fer fo ? 

* What were thofe vifions ?* ' 
Adeline. I had fcarcely funk 

In flumber, when my fancy's bufy range 
Produced before me thcfe connected horror?. 

E 2 
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Mcthought, within a wretched old apartment, 
A dying Cavalieri i'elterijig iii.blood, 
Lay ftretch'd upon the floor. — By name he called 

me, ' ' ^ 

A deadly palenefs fpread o'er all his features ; 
Yet looked he moft benign, with mingled love. 
And majefty. While thus I gazM upon him. 
His face feem'd ftruck witH'death ; the chilly dejjrs 
And Ihaddering agofties came km. — i ftarted-^*'. 
He feized me with convuifive violence— • 
Striving to difengage my hand» ontt more 
I caught his eyfe, it brighten 'd into gloTy I 
He gazy on me with fondnefs^iis lips mov'd. 
As they would fpiak'— but^ thcCi the opening 

ground 
Gave him fwift way, and (hut him from my fight. 
^ Madame. My dear, dear child, the Abbey's 

^ conftant gloocb, 
4 Or the rude terrors of the day gone by> 

* Doubtlefs imprefsM thefe fancies on ydur mind. 
* AMine. O but they ceasM m>t there;-^Mait 

*.the coherence* 

* Ag&iii 1 dreamt — I thought before ttie pafs^d 

* One cl^h'd in black, as for fome fimeral rite. 

* He beckcm'd me— I followM till he came 
^ V^i^ a bier, upon the which lay dead 

' The perfon feen before,— As I a^proach'd, 

* A ftream of blood weird froth his wounded fiddr, 
^ And fiird the chamber— groans then fmote my 
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* Again one callM upon me : — Horror's hand 

* GrafpM me fo ftrongly, that I fudden Wak'd, 

^ Nof cauld convince rayfelf that I had drcafh'd^ 
^ The agonizing vifion did fo Ihake me/ 
Madame* I would not have you yiel^ to fuch 
illufions; 
*They do ufurp the powVs, that make life happy. 
And thickly cloudthc funlhine of the mind. 
Think no more of them. But, my Adeline, 
.Knolv ycftj what late hath pafs'd ? My Lord, the 

Marquis, 
Is now fo faft our friend, that he befiows 
Not merely this concealment, but his intereD: 
On our behalf 5 and means to fee us often. 

Adeline. Believe me, I rejoice at aught may add 
,To your content, ev'n fhould it marr my own. 
Madame. Lamotte reports, my Adeline, fuch 
praife 
ExprefsM of your appearance by the Marqais, 
As led him to believe the war-mth of love 
.'Inlpir'd the proud eulogium. 

Adeline. Compliment, 
Mare compliment, I doubt not ; for the Marquis 
Is of the ftamp of fafliion, current oft 
With feir. profeffion of diffembled worth. 
Madame. Nay, I ftould chide thefe prepoffcf- 
fions, love; 
The Marquis now is our approved friend. 

Adeline. I know it — But if I might be indulged 
In abfence when he vifits here, my h;:art. 
And yet I. know not why, would feel the lighter^ 
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Enter Louis^ 

LoHis. Madatn^ the Marquis juft arrivM bclov/. 
In converfe with my father, begs the honour 
To pay in perfon his refpcdts.-rHe hopes 
The lovely Adeline will there attend you. * 

Madame. We come immediately. — My dear, g<> 
down-*— 
ni Join you inftantly— Louis, a Word. 

[^Exit with Louiu 
^Adeline. I go : Be ftill, ye bufy apprehenfions ! 
Now to conceal lurking antipathy 
Beneath the guize of lowly gratitude ; ' 

O when will clear integrity be mine, . . 
That fafely may difdain to look a filfehood ? 

lExit. 

SCKUK'^Arwther Jpartment. 

Enter Marqttis and Lamotte. 

Marquis. In fhort, Lamotte, persuade her to 
compliance ; 
You may acquaint her too, that her fierce father. 
Repenting that he fpar*d her, claims his child, 
And that my power alone protefts her from htm. 
Be firm my advocate, and I confent 
To wave refentment for my injuries. 

Lamotte. In this add all things I obey with 
zeal. — 
She's coming down— ru leave you foon togetheif ; 
Coynefs is ftronger made by company. 
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£it/^r Adeline, 

Now mark mc, Adeline — ^You know our funr 
Of obligatton to this generous JLord ; 
He honours ypu with fentiiiients of love j 
Hear them attentively, and fo determine, - 
As beft becomes your prudence, our condition.' 
- . . lExih 

Marquis. My charming Adeline, at length my 
fortune 
indulges me with opportunity, 
To.pour the tendcreft paffion out before you. 
And thus declare the conqueft you have made, 
Adeline. So little known, my Lord, I take no 
pride , 
. In the diftindlion, for it tells me plainly 
'iTwas but a worthlefs outfide has procur'd tt. 
Marquis. ,Nay, wrong me not, for from the 
exterior Ihew 
Of all perfdEtion, ihould we not infer 
The purity within, that gives the whole 
Its harmony and grace ? 

Adeline. O, what a world. 
Were this, how excellently fair and perfefit. 
Did through its beauteous mafs, no canker creep. 
To infeft, unfeen, the lovelinefs of nature ! 
Marquis. Why feek to dim the luftre of thofc 
eyes. 
Why throw a llur upon Creation's pride. 
The matchlefs treafure of her bounty, now 
Locl(:'d in the winning form of Adeline ? 
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Adeline. In flattery, the fo be-praifed maid 

Ne'er found one charm to lift her felf-efteem : 

Hear me ingehuoufly, while I lay . . 

The fimple didatcrof my heart before you, 
^ Marijuis. May, now at leaft, I may in tuii 
' objea: . 

* Precipitation, fince you kiK>w not yet 

^ The grounds on which your wifdom fliould de* 
' cide.' . . \ 

Adeline. For your attention I am grateful. Sir, 
But I fhould wrong the truth, myfelf and candou/. 
If, confident that I can never change, 
I did not new decline the good you mean me« . 

Marquis. This is tb^ language of your inexpc'^ 
ricnce.* 
Confider well your fituation here, 
ExpdsM to fliare the perils that furround 
A banifh'd man«~With me you will partake . 
The elegance of life, and all the joys 
That bafe and fordid penury repines at. 
^ No wi(h that e'er can rife within the heart 

* Of ftill defiring worpan, but my care 

' Shall drive to anticipate, 'ere words be gtv'a it,* 
Adeline. My Lord, you tempt m? not by phrafe 
like this* 
Such as myfelf, feafon'd wlthui thefchool 
Of poverty, nor covet, nor regard 
A fplendour, commonly the foe to virtue^ 
^ What moft I wifli for, is to be allowed 
' Th' indulgence of this folitude awhile, . 
^ To heal the wounds fo deep infliflcdhcce/ c 
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. Marquis. This lonely place will rather fix a 
gloom 
For ever on your youth, that fliould be led 
To happier fcenes of gay, voluptuous love. 
Adeline. I thank you, Sir, for thus at once dif* - 
playing 
The. glaring infamy defign'd for me ! 
An honourable purpofe had received' 
At leaft my gratitude .ev'n in rejedion ; 
But this, for its mean infult, has my fcorn. 

[Exit. 
Marquis. Stay, I conjure you ! Hear me Ade- 
line T 
She*s gone, and plainly uhderftood my purpofe* 
Well, well, my faucy virtue, we fliall find 
Decoys may lure this foaring bird to ftoop ; 
And fnatch at offered marriage— Now, Lamotte I 

Enter Lamotte. 

Lamotte. How's this, my Lord; went (he in 
• anger from you ? 

Marquis. Even but now — She's better fprtified 
Than I expcded : -young and beautiful, 
1 look'd that raptures would have caught her tafte; 
But file's of cold and prudifli temperature. 
And feigns to hate the ardour flie folicits. 

Lamotte. I fear you (poke too plainly ; Adeline 
Ii convent-bred, to be approach 'd by flow. 
And feeming pure devotion — nor> until 
The holy ritual fandtifies embrace. 
Will (he e'er fink the faint in willing woman*. 

F 
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Mterquis. Tis plain ; Ihe hinted marriage : be 
it fo* 
When next I meet her, we muft wear a face 
Of fobercr meaning* Do you lead her think 
What pafe'd was but the froth of gallantry—- 
Harmlefs, tho*warm, the language of the world* 

Lamotte. Only> my Lord^ be cautious of Hor- 
tenfia! ^ 

Once in her breaft the flame of jealbufy 
Was kindled <ytk this girl's account ; but no*r 
She loves her fo entirely, that her ralhnefs 
Would fruftrate ail. 

Alarquis. That ftioqld indeed be heeded : 
For, in defpite of all this fwelling anger. 
She muft be mine by kindnefs, or by force. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE— ^tf Apartment. 

Enter Lot^is and Peter. 

Lm^. How fay'ft thou, Peter— one brought 
^ here by night. 
And cioft confinM > 

P^ter. The neighbours iky fo clofely, 
Thst no tme ever faw him afterward ; 
This did I learn here hard by, at Auboine : 
And they do add, that here he sure was mivder 'd. 
And no one £nce has flept within the abbey. 

Louis. Did amy guefs whotbe deceafed was^ 

]?eter. No^— none cou'd e'er conjeftwc aisghe 
about him. 

Lomu When itid this bafpeii ? 
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^eter. Why, about the tiinc 
The prefent Marquis came to his cftates. 
On the dcmife of the latf Lord, his brother. 

Louis. Where then did he die ? 

Peter. O^ abroad they fay ; 
' Slain in the field — but for the map confin'd^ 
By flow diegrecs the rumour died away. 
And all enquiry ccas'd* 

Louis. A flrange adventure 1 - . . 

JPeter. My dear young n^after, if I not mifiak% 
J^ought that refpefts the lovely Adeline 
To you will be indifferent— Of late 
I have overheard my mafter and yoo Marquis 
* In deep cabal, and (he the fubjeft of it : 
Muchndo my fears inform me, out of hints 
^nd broken fentence^^ ^^^^ harm is moant bet* 

Louis* My worthy friend^ I thaqk thee. Yes, 
indeed. 
Deep is the intercft I feel for heri 
But fure my father never would confenc 
To aught of violent means«*-^l know the Marquis 
Follows with eyes of loye^ her fwect perfedions. 
And hopes Jiis rank and fplendour npiay allure her, 

Peter. But (he endures him not— This very morn 
She left him difcompos'd, her lovely cheek 
Fluih'd with the anger of infulted virtue. 

Louis. You muft be vigilant— You know iht 
pow'r 
And danger too that wait about this Lord. 

Peter, O fear me not. The fenfe of apprcheniion 
Is quicken'd by the body's fcebknefs**^ 
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But I am old and worthlefs, and, fweet mafter. 
Were my laft throb of life to flit away 
In the dear caufe of innocence opprefs'd. 
How could my death have better preparation > 

Louis. No more of this jufl: now. I'll to the 
Marquis, 
For I muft feem attentive while he flays ; 
And fure this ftormy night will here detain him* 

PeUr. ril bring you what intelligence I gleaa 
Frpm his domcftics to your honour*s chamber. 

Louis. Farewell, thci^, and be trufty, niy good 
fellow. 

Enter Lamotte. 

Lamotte^ Now, Sir, what talc of folly have yoii 
glean'd 
From yonder babbler ? 

Louis. Nothing I regard much. 
He was recounting the credulity 
Of the near hamlet, touching this our dwelling, 

Lamotte. AH fabulous, I doubt not. Someone 
. murdef'd. 
And that dale lie, a fpirit following it. 

Louis^ Somewhat indeed of that kind was the ftory ; 
You know it to be idle by experience. 
Longer at leaft than mine. 

Lamotte. O idle all ! 

Ij}uis. Arid yet they could not^ell havct^ l)ccn 
miftakcn * • ^ 

In one- fo bro^ight here ! - ' 
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Lamoite. No, not well, I think. 
Louis. 'Tis likeliest they removed bim hence by 

night. 
Lamotte. Moft likely. 
Louis. For we ftiould not ralhly credit 
A rumour might throw fcandal on a friend. 
Lamotte. No, by no means. , That mouldering 
cheft I faw — 
• Louis. How ! 
Lamotte. Did I fay J faw it ? I miftook, boy i 
*Tis faid, contains a body, which ftill lies 
Unburied in the fecret cb^niber, 

Louis. Still ! 
Have you tiien feen the relics 6f the man. 
Said to have periflied here ? 

Lamofte. Who, I, my fon ? 
Not Jr-I fay again, 'tis the report. 
Liims. My father is unwell. 
yLamofte. Much indifpos'd ! 
Somewhat now raps me, and my bufy brain 
Is crofs'd with incoherency unufual. 
Say, have you lately look'd abroad, my fon ? 
Louis. But now. The gathering gloom is 
deepening round. 
And every fign foretells a dreadful ihock 
Of elemental war — ^Our noble gueft 
Stays in the abbey, I prefume, to-night ? 
• Lamotte. He does. O, Louis-— 'twere good- 

that you endeavoured 
To chace that fev'rilh tale from Peter*s^ bmA ; 
If he Ihould e'er poffcfs the women with it. 
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Our time would pafs delightfully indeed. 
Louis. To-morrow^ with your leave^ I flud| 
fet out 
For Paris on affairs concern us nearly^ 
Lamotte, I had forgot. Nemours V\\ wrke to^ 
then— 
Too feall bear my letter. No> the Marquis 
Muft not» in thought^ be taioted by thefe ru- 
mours ! {Ji/ide.) 
Attend me to my chamber— Myftcry all ! (^Ue.} 

{Exeunf. 

SCENE — ^e fecret Apartmeniy gloomy and rude^ 
onfy €leor*d of the Lumber formerly there. 
AdeUne atone . 
Jdeline. At lad I am alone ! And now may 
venture 
To look at the contents of this old manufcript^ 
A general horror creeps thro' all my limbsm 
And alpsioflrftifles curiofity. (Reads,) 
*' The wretched Philip, Marqdis of Montai^t^ 
'^ Bequeaths his forrows to, avenging time» 
•^ O you, whatever ye are of human kind, 
•* To whom this, fad relation of my woes 
•' Shall come, afford your pity to a being, 
'^ Shut from the light of day, and doom'd to 

peri(h/* 

O Heav'n, the dagger! Yes, my fears wer* 

founded. 
** They feiz'd me as I reached the neighbour 
. woodj 
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t* Bound atid then bibught nxe here ; at once* I 

knew 
*^ Th« place, the accurs'd defign, and their em- 
ployer, 
*^ Yet, O my brother, I had never wrongM you,^ 
His brother! What, yon Marquis? ^ 
Phantom. Even he. {heard within the chamher.) 
Adeline. Hark ! Sure I heard a voice ! No, 'tis 
the thunder ' 
That rolls its murmurs thro' this yawning pfle. 
'* They told me I ihould not furvive three days, 
** And bade me choofe, or poifon, or the fword ; 
** O God, the h6rrors of each bitter moment! 
** The lingering hours of day, the floepleisi 

night ! 
^* Eternal terrors in a fpan of life ! 
Poor, wretched fui&rer ! Accept the tears 
Of one, like thee, pursued by fortune's fro^n. 
Yet iefs unhappy ! ^ 

Phantom. O, Adeline f {faintly vtjible.) 
Adeline. Ha ! furc I'm call'd ! No^ all are now 
at reft. ^ 
How powerful is fancy ! I'll proceed. 
*• At length I can renew this narrative. 
** To leave no means untempted of efcape, 
** I climb'd thefe grated windows, but I fell 
^* Stunn'd and much bruis'd, infenfate to the 

ground. 
** The day aHptted dawns ! Ye boding terrors, 
I feel to-morrow I (hall be as nothing ! 



u 
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Great God of mercy ! could there none be foufid 
To ^id thee ? Thqn he perilh'd— 
Phantom. Perifli'd here. 

Adeline. My ferife docs not deceive me ! awful 
founds ! 
'Twas here he fell ! 

[The phantom here glides acfofs the dark part of 
the Chamber y Adeline^Jhrieks^ and falls back. 
The Scene clofes upon her% 



THE END OP THE THIRD ACt. 
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A C T IV^ 

• SCENE— r/b^ Hall {dark.) 

Violent Thunder and Light' nlng^ the Abbey rochs^ and 
through the dijlant IVindows one of the Turreti is 
fein to fall, JrUck hy the Light' nin^. 

Enter the Marqjtis, wild and diJheveWd. 

Marquis. 

Away ! Purfue mc not! Thou Phantorp, 

hence! / 

Foj: while thy form thus haunts me, all my powers 
Are withered as the parchment by the flame. 
And my joints frail as jnervelefs infancy. 

(Lightening.) 
See, he unclafps his mangled breast, and points 
The deadly dagger. — O, in pity flrike 
Deep in my heart, ajid fearch thy expiation ; 
Have mercy, mercy ! (falls upon his knee.) Gone ! 

'tis all illufion ! 
O no ! If images like thefe are fanciful. 
The griding rack gives not fuch real pain, 
^ly eyes have almoft crack'd their (trings in won- 
der, 
An4 my fwoln heart fo heaves within my brcaft, 
As it would JDare its fecret to the day, 
'Twas flcep that unawares furpriz'd me. yonder. 
And memVy leat imagination arms, 

G 
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To probe my ulcerous fpirit to the quick* 
rU tarry here no longer. • Ho ! Lamotte ! 
Awake ! awake ! The horrors of the night 
Alone would banifli ilumber from the pillow 
Of quiet innocence. 

Enter Lamotte. 

Lamotte, forgive me, 

For thus difturbing you ! IVe juft rcmemb^ed 
A prcffing bufinefs, that now claims me hence. 
And will not bear the leaft delay.— Pll on. 
Lamotte* The ftorm is yet tremendous ! wait 
awhile, 
' Until the fury of its rage be paft. 

Marquis. Not a moment ! Without ! Prepare 
my horfes ! 
Lamotte, to-morrow V\\ return by noon. 
Now then, good night to both. 

Lamotte. Good night, my Lord. JiExit Marquis. 
How deadly pale he looks ! (Afide.^ 

Ay, ay. Ms fo. {4fide.^ [Exit. 

SCENE. 

Enter Adeline and Louis. 

Adeline. Thus have I made you the depofitary 
Of all I think or Unow of yonder villain. 
Now then determine, as your love of juftice. 
With any fofter argument to aid it. 
May lead you. 

Louis. Lovely Adeline, my father 
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I fear fo ftri&ly in this mdnfter's gripe. 
That wc muft adt without his privity. 
Do you entruft this parchment to my care ; 
I am bound for' Paris, there to await Nemours, 
My father's advocate : unto his hpnefty 
We may confide this evidence of guilt. 

Meline. I think with you — But, O my friend, 
I doubt not 
Attempts will yet be made to Ihake my purpofe. 
Perhaps to wound my honoxir. 

Louii. Shall I flay, 
And bulwark with my life, its dearcft bleffing? 
No danger can be terrible for theq. 
Speak but the word, and 1 refufe the journey. 

Adeline. Nay, let no thought of me withhold 
. your purpofe; 
My boding fpirit tells me that a great, 
A mighty vengeance works to punilh guilt ? 
Shall my weak fears prevent or thwart its aim ? . 
No ! For againft all artifice I am ftecrd 
By horror and averfion ; and the force 
That violates my honour, quenches life j 
They never can be funder'd. 

Louis. O my Adeline, 
Thus bowing to your will, 'ere 1 depart. 
Let me breathe out the fervour of one pray'r. 
For your profpcrity and lafting peace. 
And might my death even prove the happy means 
To give your merits their due Ihare of homage. 
The martyr's crown were not more welcome to 
him, 

Gz 
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Adeline. Adieu, my brother, profperous be your 

journey ! 
Loms. May angck, not more fair, (for, can 
they be fo ?) 
But, pure as thou art, blefs thee, andprcferve thee* 

[Exeunt feverally^ 
» 

SCENE— K^ Hall. 

Enter Lamotte and Madame. 

Lamotte. Louis may here be fpar'd. — Hortenfia,^ 
tell me. 
Has it ne'er ftruck you, that my fon had felt 
The charms of Adeline ? become their captive i, 
I have obfervM he gazes oft* upon her— 
Has frequent abfences ; while melancholly 
Preffes his fptrit to her fullen breaft. 
And chains the gay, and quick alacrity 
Of his once happy nature. 

Madame. It may be fo. 
For /he has beauty might allure the feet.. 
Of laggard age, to pace the round of court(hip^ 
And virtues that would give the firmed bafe. 
For wedded blifs to fpring from— And were I 
To chqofe a daughter from .contending maids. 
My choice 

Lamotte. Should never fall on Adeline*; 
I fent the boy hence to avoid the ruin, 
A paffioa fo perverfc wou'd bring on us. 
The Marquis doafts upon her : think the reft, 
Were he to find a rival in my fon ! 
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JMiadatni, Something of this befpre you toucb'ii 
.. on to mc ; ^ 
Blit I am yet to know Montault's ddign : 
For to efpoufe her, that, my fears inform ine^ 
His dignity difdains — and ought below this 
Would be, defervedly, by her rejeded. 
Zamotn. He may be brought to wed Tier. Butp 
Hortenfia, 
Has Ihe in confidence e'er given you up , 

The nature of his firft propofals to her ? 
Madame. Never. Indeed her hatred feemi fo 
rooted^ 
That I avoid the fubjed:, which moft wrings 
Her placid temper from its cairn of fweetnefs, 
Lamoite. The Tex, the precious fcx ! ftill ^pt 
to Ay 
The objeft, wifdpm woos them to accept. 
And court, in madneft, beggary and love ! 
Spurning all guefls^but fuch as make then 

wretched; 
Infatuate folly ruling their afFedions,, 
Is the epitome of womankind* 
Madame. Then you would aid the Marqub'f 

dcfigns > 
' Lamotte. Would ! Nay, I muft, 
Madame. Lamotte, confider firft 
Whether that beft Friend, Confcience, will allow it; 
Lamotte. I have no time for craven thoughts 
like thefe. 
A lot like mine needs powerful fupporters ; 
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Chance throws them in my way, and would'^ 

thou have 
A fchooi-bdy's terror make me flirink to clafp 
^ them? 
Madame. Chance threw, too, in your way a 

hdplcfs orphan. 
You did not fnatch her from the ruffian's dagger. 
Nor bear her from a mod difnatur*d father. 
To yield her beauty to the luft of greatnefs. 
And fave her life but to deftroy her honour. 

Lamotte. O, what I find you are of their myftery. 
The confidante of this illuftrious paffion \ , 
Which, to indulge the mother's hopeful boy ! 
Devotes the needlefe Sire to certain ruin. 

Madame. Not fo, my hufband. We have here 

obtained 
A ihelter from the perils which you fled ; 
But gteater may be found even in fafcty. 
If feeling fall a facrifice to intereft. 

Lamotte. No more of this I charge you. — ^Muft 

I ftand. 
And hear with temper leftures thus^compoi'd 
By kindred frailty and injurious fondnefs ? 

Madame. Neither of thefe have led me to fuggeft 
What yoq thus taunt. — I am myfelf a mother, 
I feel the crowding hopes, the anxious fears. 
The forrows, and the tranfports of a mother ! 
I were unworthy of that facred nalnc. 
Could I ftand by, and fee one mother's joy 
Bafely hetray'd to xnifery and guilt* [Exit. 
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Lamotte. Confufion ! So, Hortenfia then fufpcfts 
The Marquis may play falfe — and hints diihonour 
On fuch as tamely give his paffion fcope. 
My crimes have wound his toils fo faft around me, 
I dare not thwart his purpofe. — Tempt her foi; 

him ! 
Poifon her mind ! that when the real fnake 
Encircles her fair form, he may be welcomed | 
No, by my guilt I will not be that fiend* 
What, if I truft to further explanation ? 
He may defift from fondnefs mifapplied, ^ 
And quit with high difdain her cold rejedioQ«--* 

Enter Peter. 

Peter. One of the Marquis's attendants now 
]s juft arrived — He brings intelligence 
His Lord will on the inftant reach the Abbey« 

lExii. 
Lamotte. I will attend him« Yes, it (hall be. fo ; 
Tho* deeply funk by wrongs of lefs account, 
Confcience, not quite extinguilh'd, ftarts witK 

horror 
At fuch a crime as tliis ! O may it work. 
Till fweet contentment heal my tortur'd bread:. 

lExit. 

SCENE— ^^//Vs Apartment. 

Adeline alone. 
Adeline. From the Oriel window, I difcern'd 
juft now 
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The Marquis-s arrival, and Lacnotte 
Hafl:ening to give bim welcome— Some ftfong 

chain 
So Knks him to yon vill^ip's intercft, 
I dare not flatter me, his pity e'er 
Would crofs his patron's will, to fufccoijr me. 
TTis likely I Ihall Ipon be fummon'd down 
To meet new infults— Some one now approaches-^ 
Tis my tormentor — 'tis iClontault himfelf. 

JEw/^Marqjjis, 

- Marquis. You will, no douU, feel fopewbat 

of furprize, 
^ That, after the contempt which lately met me, 
I court again unwilling coofer^qe. 
But the rude treatment which my p^flion found. 
Convinces me its tenour vi(a$ miftajcen. 
And I forget indignity unmerited. 
AdeUne. I'm glad, ev'n now, to jhear its fling 

difclaim'd ! 
]Language as grofs as fepfuAl man c*er utter'd, . 
Found from me but the fcorn it well deferv'd, 
Marqm. Believe me, lovelieft Adeline, lio 

thought, • 
But fuch as modeft Hymen well might fanftion. 
E'er fprung within the bofom that adores you. 
Explicit declaration beft may ferve 
To aid my love, and fhap^ your refolution. 
I offer you my fortune with my hand. , ' 

Melme. Were the gay knot to bind me to the 

wealth' 
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Of all the world, ev'il at the ofFer'd inftant, 
I fliould at once inflexibly rcjeft it. 

* Marquis^ 'Tis then as I fufpcfted; prepof- 

* fcffion 
' So rooted and unyielding, takes its date 
' From fome more favow*d pafSon— Ay^ why 

not 
' Yon Boy, my eafy nature has permitted 
' To fting my breaft ungrulhM. 

* jideline. Nay, hear me. Marquis, 

* Mdy there not be fpme other caufe more ftrong 
^ Than preference, to ftimulate rejeftion ? 

^ Marquis. None. When the courted Ihrine of 
vanity *^ ^ * , 

* Is heap'd with offerings of unbounded wealth, " - 

* If prudence did not didate their acceptance, 

* Virtue would thus fecure the fplendld means 

* Of fuccouring the miferies arround her/ 
Adeline. What ! to become more miferable far 

Than any caufe external e'er cou*d make her ? 
Know, that a tranquil bofom is the good 
Which virtue deareft prizes, and when wealth 
Courts her reluAant gratitude, in vain. 
She fpurns it, and remains in peace, tho* poor* 
Marquis. You but deceive yourfelf. — ^ Survey 
rfie world, 
' Its daily tribes of wedded facrifices ! 

* Moft to fuppofed ncceflity give up 

^ The boon withheld from humble, faithful lovc# 
^ The Great are intereft's perpetual flaves, 
^ And live, and aft, and think alone fojr others. 
H 



5© rONTAINVILLE FOJR£ST, 

^ Adeline. This is no novel 4odrinc, nor Inee4 
' not* 
^ Suqtii arguments ^s thcfe to mould my purpofe* 
' I never can be yours. 

^ Mar^^is. You muft— You will, 

* By all my loye, I charge yoq tempt mc not 
^. By fuch rejedion, to abufe my pow^r, 

* I woiild pcrfuade by lionowrable means, 

' But once defied, may fi^U on lower forms/ 
Adeline. My Lord, J b^g you J^ye me ! nor 
prpYoke 
The language mufl difpl^afe yoy. 

Marquis. No ! Ev'n now 
My paflion chides me for this dull delay. 
And bids me fei?^ the tempting treafure here, 
Kor idly w^e entreaties when my pow*r 
May force compliance. 
Adeline. Hear me, I conjure you. 
MarquiSi I have heard top much ; and my im« 
petubus Iqvc 
Now grafps its choiceft good ■ . In vain this 

ftruggle ! ' ■ 

How lovely is this terror ! By my trani^ort 
It heightens the bewitching charm of beautyi 
And lends ten thoufand graces to that bofom^ 
Adeline. Help ! help ! for mercy's fake. 
Marquis. You call in vain. 
None dare intrude. Know, here, that I command » 
No power on earth ftiallfnatch you from my arms— t 
^He purfues ler^ and feeing the piQure of her 
mother^ fnauhes it from her hofom.) 
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lial Whit is this? Hell! do my eyes deceive me ? 
JMy brother's wife ! Eveii as Ihe livM once more ! 
Adeline, l^hen my father's murderer ftands be- 
fore me, 
Mirqtiis. Thou (hadowy Minifter of punifti- 
mentl 
Why does thy withering power of curs'd refem- 

blance 
Now ftart before my fight to blaft my joys ? 
Art thou fent here by him^ whofe phantom form 
tn horrid vengeance hurried me to madnefs ? 
Or is there yet fome living inftrument 
'To punilh fratricide ? Thou, who haft thus 
Unmanned my foul, tell me, I charge thee, truly, 
Whofe the refemblance that is now before me ? 
Adeline. My mother's I . 

Marquis. Dreadful certainty ! 
JHow to refolve, as yet I know not *^ but 
My better angel bids me to beware, 
And make all fure. Yes, this ihaU be her pri- 

fon, 
I)iftrad:ing thoughts fo crowd upon my brain. 
That all is chaos, frenzy and defpair. [Exit. 

Adeline. Amazement wraps my fenfes ! Graci- 
, ous God, 
In awful forrow I adore thy juftice ! 
Protedor of the Orphan, O direft me ! 
And lead the Child, miraculoufly fav'd, v 
To pull doWn^engeance on her father's murdVer. 

i^xtL 
H 2 
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SCENE— The Wood. 

Enter the Mai^qvis and LAMOTtn. 

Marquis. Lamottc, I think I can depend upon 

you. 
Lamotte. Yoir may, my Lord, fec^jrely — Is 
there aught 
Yet lies within my power to further what 
Your paffion may intend on Adeline ? 
Marquis. Nothing. It was not for a theme 
like that 
I alk*d this conference. 

Lamotte. What then, my Lord? 
Marquis. Tell me, my friend, for it excites 
furprize, 
How.one like you, with powers by no means 

humble. 
Has thus been driv'n from Paris and your friends? 
Lamotte* My Lx)rd, with plainnefs and with 
truth rll tell you. 
My means for ever funk below my wilhes— 
I languifh'd ftill for fplendour out of reach, 
Never by induftry to be obtained. 
I added fraud, at length, in all the forms 
By which the (harper preys on inexperience.. 
Confederate with a bold and lawlefs band. 
In time detedion found us — Juftice foon 
Grown weary of protefliing barefaced guilt, 
Purfued us to our ruin — I efcap'd. 
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Her fangs, and hop'd by time to foothe her 
fury. 

Marquis. Could there no way be found to make 
your peace 
At home ? If it be in the fcope of friendfllip, - 
You may command my fortune and my intVeft 
In your atonement to the parties injured* 

Lamotte. Your generofity, my Lord, o'erpow'rs 
me. . 
Would but the means could oflTer to my wiih. 
That I might fliew my gratitude in deeds. 
And fpare thcfe idle words. 

Marquis. My worthy friend. 
Such means do offer— They demand, indeed, 
A mind fuperior to all common forms ; 
One prompt at friendlhip's bidding, to advance 
The lingering ftep of vengeance. 

Lamotte. Good, my Lord, 
Speak plainly, and at once, what ^tis you point at; 
It will not ftart.me. 

Marquis. Know, I have a foe ; 
Deadly, irreconcileably my foe. 

Lamotte. O give him to my fword — this ready 
arm 
Shall inftant dare him to the field of death. 
And rid my benefador of his dread. 

Marquis. Not fo, Lamotte — ^This open-fouFd 
revenge 
Has danger frequently to him who aims it. 
The idle chivalry of modern manners 
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Allows the adverfaly, who h^$ ondc 

Committed irtjury, to add a fecond. 

And ffey the fool dotapkitiln^ for aCoricmenCi 

The favage unpcrverted follows nature. 

And ftabs his unfufptfting etiemy, 

Purfties occafion of l*ecure reVettge, 

And ftrikes the blow, when hdrtlilefs to hiittfclfi " 

Lantotte. Say on, my tord. 

Marquis. No one, I think, obferves US. 

Lamotte. Not ev'n the zephyr flirs the trembling 
leaf. 
All nature feems to paufe. 

Marquis. N3.tuvc\ why, aye. 
She paufes when her children's ftteaming blood 
Moiftens in death her moft inhumjin breaft ; 
But ne*er takes cogni^ande of wh/they fuflfer. 
Lamotte. I know hrcr fyftem is continued 
flaughter— 
The ftrong devour the weak, and life Is hdd 
But by the tenure of furroundlng groans. 
Doubt not ray zeal, nor ^im thus to fu'ftaitf 
My rugged temper by fuch trite remark. 
Whatever your intefeft calls for on your foe^ 
By every power, or good, or bad. Til do' il< 

Marquis. Then take this dagger. 

Lamotte. How fhall I employ it ? 

Marquis. Plunge rt; — 

Lamotte. Where? 

Marquis. Deep in the heart of Adeline* 

{^Lamotte fiarts. 
Traitor, is this thy friendfliip ? 
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Lamoitfip Allow me but fome njoip^pt? pf x^^ 
' fleftion. . 

The death of Adelbe ! of her fo lov'd, - , 
Her whom you followed with fuch wSfiB.tlp^ of 
fondnefs ? 

Marquis. Aye, She is now the rancour of my 
peace. 
And while (he lives, plants daggers in my breaft» 
3he muft be dead, and inftantly— Now anfwer. 

Lamotte. My Lord, altho' the zfy with fudden 
horror 
Startled my fix'd refolvc, to do your bidding—- 
Yet (hew me how it may be done with fafety. 
And 1 confent. 

Marquis. Nothing more pafy — thnSf 
My good Lamotte, it muft be done this night.-^ 
You can with eafe enter her chamber, and 
There rid me of my fole remaining fear-^ 
I will return to-mprrow, apd then think 
flow I can beft reward my kindeft friend. 

Lamotte^ Conclude \% done, my Lord. 

Marquis. Lamotte, gopd day, f^^^* 

Lamotte, Q.mgft accomplilh'd villain ! wretched 
Have ! 
There can be no alternative but this — 
Or (he muft be deftroy'd — or I (hall perifli. 
Behold the mifefable lot of guilt ! 
One crime but pulls another on our heads. 
And ftill the laft is weightier than the former. 
O, neyer let the luxury of life 
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Seduce weak man frorh the fix'd rules of honour ! 
From meannefs, guilt is never far removed ; 
The tide of hdl-born paffions fwells within him. 
And whelms the foul in fathomlefs perdition. 

lExit. 
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U A C T V. 

SCmE'-Tbe Porefi. {Mbonligbt.') 

Enter Mar<^is. 

Marquis. 

W HEN can ambition lay htm down fecure 
Of ill- got power, and dread no retribution ? 
While one Have liveiS who miniller'd his purpofc. 
He is not fafe — Witnefs that cursM Laval— 
The villaift ftaf ted not to flay hiis prince 
At my command-^but for the infant child. 
He fpar*d her to defeat my proudeft hopes^ 
She lives in Adeline— Furies of Hell ! 
^To tempt me thus with damning inceft too ! 
And bid me cruiDii the form I would enjoy ! 
Jaques! How now? What! Have you found 
Laval ? 

"Knter Jaqjjes. 
Jaques. No, my good Lord, nor heard late ti- 
dings of him. — 
His townfriien fay he left the country fuddenly ; 
And fince he went, nothing has e'er occur'd 
To lead them to the knowledge of his gourfe. . 
Marquis.' Make more enquirie:^ ftill— He njuft 
[be found, ^ 
And filenc'd by the only ceruin means. 
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Lamotte may play me falfe — If fo, he dies; 
And this firm hand fhall feal down Adeline 
In fleep eternal — Jaques, command your fellows . 
To guard the lanes that iffue from the wood-** 
And on their lives, permit no on^ to pafs. 
If they do intercept, during the night. 
Any thing human, fee the fugitive 
Be recondufted to the abbey yonder. 
For there I fliall expedt you, 
,Jaques. Well, my Lord, {Exeunt. 

SCENE— ri&< Hali: Ajmall Gate fan. 

Enter Lamotte and Madame. 

Madam. Why have you left your chamber ibus, 
my hufband ; 
Wherefore thefe haggard looks, as thopgh defpalr. 
Ufur{l*d the feat of murderous fuggeftion ? .^ 

Your vacant eye rolls its' ftill cheated fenfc. 
And you feem wrapt in bprror. 

Lamotte. Frenzy, wife, 
l^relfes upon my brain — Hark, fome one knocks ! 
Look out ! It is the Marquis! Lo! He comes 1 
In fierce refentment punilhes my pity. 
And now I cannot fave her. 

Madame. No one comes; 
Thro' the ftill abbey not a murmur breathes;* 

Lamotte. My fenfe returns— make h^fte, my 
Adeline ! ' . 

Oh fave me, by thy flrght, eternal pangs.! 
She comes ! She comes ! * \ 
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Enter Adeline andFzTZK. 

Lamotte. Peter, is all prepared ? 
Give iric the cloak— this will be neceiTary ; 
The weather clfc will chill my angel ! There ! 
Peter, be fute you take the road to Paris. 

Peter* I know a narrow unfrequented track 
That leads out to the road— the way's direft. 

.Madame. Adieu, dear Adeline ! 
-' Adeline. My beft of parents ! 

Lamotte. Enquire Nemour* oUt on arrival there— 
Nay, no leave taking ! wehavenota moment. . 

[Exeunt Adeline and Peter.. 

Madame* Alas ! Lamotte, I tremble to enquire 
The caufe of this confufion— but our Adeline — 

Lamotte. Wa^ on the precipide's very verge. 
And but this flight, no power here could fave her. 
Hortenfia, O'thou never wilt believe 
To what a wretch accursM, thy fate has joined thee. 
I pledged my hopes, my life to yonder Marquis, 
To murder her this night. 

Madame. Whom, Adeline ? 
Her you fo lately fnatch*d from brutal force ? 

Lamotte. Ev*n her. There's fuch a coil around 
me, wife, - 

That, not to have done it, may be fatal to us — '" 
Know, that to fave thee from the gripe of hunger. 
One fatal morn I rufli'd into that wood 
Bent upon plunder— Damning infemy 
Soon pointed out a fubjedt, and he prov'd— 

Iz 
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Madam. The Marquis of Montault— Thou, 
good Lamotte, 
Thus goaded by a villain, bow I grieve 
That confidence denied me, Ihould thus fink thcct 
Oh, niever let one wedded wanderer bluih 
To give his errors to connubial truft ! 
The bofom of a wife's a fanftuar y. 
Where fad confeffidn may reppfe his weaknefs, . 
And thence derive comfort that leads to virtue, 

Lamotte. I own my error; deareftloye, forgive me% 

Madame. What's beft now to be done } 

Lamotte. Kly with the dawn, 
I dare not meet the Marquis, 

Madame. Yet, at worft. 
His fear of your difclofure may preferve you. 

Lamotte. Well thought on. Come, we'll make 
' fliort preparation.; 
Then, if this favage, eager after blood. 
Roam not the foreft, 'ere the peep of day. 
We'll truftourfelves on foot to mercy's care. 

Madame. Ifhall not fepl fatigue while you arc 
happy. 

As they are going out, enter the Marqjjis, ' 
Marquis. Lamotte ! Well, my friend ; 

[Exit Madame. 
Say, am I happy-^haft thou done the deed ? 
Lamotte. I have, my Lord-r-Hcre Adeline wakot 
no more. 
The ficrceft fpirit.of the murdering fiends, 
I think infpir'd me. 
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'Marquis. Friendfliip fuch as this 
Demands the warmeft gratitude ; command me. 
And all my fortune's means to do you fervice. 

Lamotte» But hear the nianrier of it— In her bed 
She lay all difcompos'd by Fancy's vifions. 
And in her ileep Ihe caird on me by name ; 
ImplorM my pity, and befought my aid 
To fnatch her from the power of you, her tyrant* 
I bade her wake, and thunder-d in her car, * ' 
^Twas in your caufe I came thus to deiiroy her. * 
Would you had feen her then ! In rage I rufli'd, 
EnringM thefe fingers in her golden hair. 
And plung'd the thirfting poniard in her breaft j 
She ftruggled not — forgave me — and expired. 

Marquis. Ha ! this o'erftrain'd defcription bids 
me doubt him. (4fide.) 

Where is the body ? — Bring me to the place, 

Lamtu. ybj Lord, for fear of a difcovery, 
I crammM it into an old cheft within 
Which fcem'd before to have ferv'd the fame oc- 

cafion. 
And buried it in hafte, without your orders. 
Deep in a cave, hard by here in the foreft. 

Marquis. What fhould I think ] Jaques not yet. 
returned— 
T^s, here he comes. {Goes to him.) 

^nter Jaqjtes. 
Well, have you captured any ? 
jfaques. A lady and ap old man fciz'd on horff- 
back. 



#» FONTAINVIHE F(«EST. 

Marquis. Conduct then> to our prcfence In- 
ftantly. lExit Jaqms.\ 

Impudent villain ! thy high-labour'd tale 
,Gayc thee at every word the cleared falfehood ; 
But I have other proof*— Thou haft difpatched 

her 
With Peter through the foreft.— 
.. hamott€. Well, I own it. 
I know the greateft peril of the zSc ; 
The die is thrown, and I abide the hazard. 
, Marqui$. Wretch, whom my fooliih mercy 

, once has fpar'd, 
Hope not to 'fcape again thy juft deferts. 
Thy life is in my power, and by my vengeance 
cKiall, expiate the robbery on our pcfrfpn, 

Lamotte^ I fear you no.t.— Proclaim your ac- 

cufation, 
Ev*n on the inftant, I will brand your honour 
With the feduftion of my foul to murder* 
: Marquis. Do fo.— -Thou wretched fool, who 

will believe thee? 
When graced with all the eloquence of rank, 
I ftand to anfwer to the fullied charge 
Made by an outlawed gambler, and a robber. 
Can you e'er hope it will be credited ? 

Lamatte. If I have favM iier, I ihall die^wifli 

tranfport. 
Marquis. See her brought back to thank thee 

for that feying. . 
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Enter Adeline, and Peter guarded. 

feline. Q, good Lamott^, my wretched &te 
has funk thee ! 
How fljall 1 beat to fee my injured luother ! ' , 

Enter Madame. 

Midame. What horror meets me.— Adolioo 

returned ! 
Marquis. Madam, retire — the Arid demands 
ofjuftice 
Have too much terror, when they reach a huf- 
band. -{^Madame about to fuppUcatim 

Lamotte. Hortenfia, not one word in my behalf! 
I go to anfwer to offended jufticq ; 
But, Marquis, ihould thy fatal thirft of blood . 
Perfift in the defign to me entrufted. 
Unheard of miseries muft await fuch outrage. 
Marquis^ Bear her to clofe confinement in- 

ftantly. 
Madame. Never, . my lovely child, my darling 
friend, 
O, I can never lofe thee ! Man of terrors^ 
I charge thee, fee thou wound not innocence 
Pure as the (hrines of faints. 

Marquis. Bear off the women ! 
In feparate chambers fee them ftridly guarded. 

[ftaken , apart. 
Seize you that ruffian — ^Lo, the very wretch. 
Who lately robb'd us in the wood adjacent. 
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Enter Lotris. 

Louis. Hold off your hands, you fcfvilc Mi- 
nifters. 
Or my quick rage Ihall trample you to earth." 

Marquis. Audacious ftripling! know, within 
my power 
Is placed the fate of yonder wretched plunderer.^ 
Or give my plcafure way, or thou thyfelf, 
Ralh Minion, flialt repent this bold intriifion. 

Louts. What, is it thus in France ? that a foul 
murderer. 
Hardened in crimes himfelf, and ftain'd with 

blood. 
Shall deal his fentence out on virtuous ftien. 
And write his ruffian vengeance in their hearts ! 
O foil accurs'd ! I know thee then no more. 

Marquis. Infolent villain ! Silence for thy life ^ 

Louis. My life is plat'd under too high a guard 
For the affi^ffin's fleel to reach at it. 
It is devoted to difclofe thy crimes. 
And fo appeafe a murdered brother's (hade. 
Come forth, Nemours ! 

Enter Nemours. 

Marquis. Now, Sir, what make you here? 

Nemours. Behold in me the delegate exprefs 
E'en from thy Sovereign — vefted with the powerf- 
To briitg thee ftraight to anfwer to a charge 
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Of mod unnatural murden— If thou refufc, 
A guard at hand ihall drag thee to our courts. 

[^Enier a guard behind^ 
Marquis. Sir^ as a minifler of jullice^ fent 
With powers I muft refpeft, I yield in all things* 
But may I afk what proofs you h;ave of this. 
Which boldly I pronounce a falfehood ? Say, 
Did not yon boy provoke this fond procedure f^ 
Nemours^ So far you're right ; He did, and on 

fure groundis. 
Marquis. You will not think fo, when you hear 
my tale ; 
Know that his father robb'd our very perfon. 
For which offence, no doubt, this wretched plot 
Was hatched againft ray honour and my life ; , 
But Juitice Ihall avenge' me' on them all. 

Nemours. Sir, you deceive yowfelf-^t,o, here 
a witnefs. 
Even in your brother's hand, whereby he charges 
You and your ilaves fuborn'd, with his arreft 
Here in the very Abbey, 
Marquis. Forgery all. 
By Heav'n, my brother fell in Hungary, • 
A valiant champion for the Holy Crofs, 
^ Nemours^ Nay, 'tis no late in^poftuye-^View it 

well! 
Its characters obliterated half, 
Aod faded what remain, by time and damps. 
Marquis. Sir, I affirm again 'tis defperate fQ^« 
: gcry. 

K 
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Give me a living witnef? to coqfroiic me- 
Nfmours. Know yov one, nam'd (.aval ? WHat;, 
4oes it (hake thee i 

Enter LavjII* 
See the wretdki brought beCore thee, 
Mqrquis. Furies fcize him { . 
Lamtt^* By Heaven,, tlie v?ry man who gave 

me Adeline ! 
Marquis. Then | ani caught .indeed ! Q that my 
rage 
Coyld criiih^ at once, mankind ii^ g^eneral ruin. 
No ! ,tbo* all h^U fe^jpis ^rm 'd agaiqft my life^^ 
I will Qot yiel4 m« to.yOi^r toruiting ni$ans^ 
Nor^ lik^ a ikye* expire upqii a fc^old. 
Tbi3 way aloQe^ cloes nctt d^rade ambitiqn. 

I$t0kx kimfelf audfdU^ 
Jjimotte. Defperate to the laft. 
tkmoHrif A dre^df^l judgment;. 

IH( m0hs aj^i and exit JmvoI^ 
Marquis. The hand of. death has clearU my 
che^;pd fight-rr- 
tlamottf 9 draw nearer, and mark my latieft wpidsr-t 
I have done^l Dm chtrg'd with ; Adeline 
Is that Wpong'd brother's child— I l^now it— ^ 
Moil horrible ponyidion made it certain-** 
All that I have is hers.--??I$ fo by right, 
} would not now withhold it ! ^uld ihe forgive 

me ! 
J5ut that's impoffible.-r-O mercy^^ fle^vcn !. 
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iJtds. My Adeline ! [^Ktieels, 

Madame. My hufband thus reftor'd, 
My darling Jon the means too ! 

Nemkrs. EVen fo ; 
Lamott6, a fecret 1?rovidence, no doubt, 
Drrefted this difclofure--*That Laval, 
About to iufler for another crinw, * 
Begg'd refpite to dilelofe this fcene of horrors. 
Vour fon arrived to give ft tmth undoubted. 
Lamotte^ joy beams ^ kngtii on all biit me, 
fincere, 
?ure and unclouded ; but my penitence 
Will, i truft, expkte my ft^mer errors. 
And chear the exile they have forc^ upon me. 
Nemours. Lamotte, for you a brighter profpedk 
dawns, 
NoJT ibali your fifture days be dimm'd with, for- 

row. 
The King, to recompenfe the valiant deeds 
Of your brave fon, recalls you to your home. 
And with free pardon blots out pad offences. 
LamoUe. My fon ! my fon ! I have no words to 
thank thee. ' [^Embraces him. 

Nemours. For you, dear Lady, juftice has pre- 
pared 
The full poffeffion of your lineal rights. 
Adeline. 'Tis here I owe their fplendour ; and 
thus pay 
The gratitude at once for life and love. 

[Gives her hand to Louu. 
K2 
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Madame. My children^ may fuperior joys await 

And lengthen out a date of mutual fondnefs. 

Adeline. My worthy venerable guide^ to you 
I'm bound for fuch adventurous fympathy 
As fcorn'd the claims of age, to fave a ftranger. 

Peter. I fee you innocent and happy^ Madam ; 
The beft reward' that I can hope on earth. 

Adeline. The great Avenger of perverted nature 
Before us has difplay'd a folemn leflbn^ 
How he difpels the cloud of myftery. 
With which the iinful man furrounds his crimes ; 
It calls us to adore in awful wonder^ 
And reccomniend durfelves by humble virtue. 

lExeunt omnes. 



THE END*, 



